58              Letters to Somebody

was too severe to admit of a start. The equerry angrily
said that the Lord Lieutenant's order must be immedi-
ately obeyed, and the captain started. When they got
outside the storm was at its worst and the boat pitched
and rolled like the deuce. Up dashed the unfortunate
equerry, made his way on to the bridge, and shouted
out that His Excellency insisted on an immediate return
to harbour. The skipper, a dour old Scotchman, roared
back: "Nay, mon, nay, mon, it's hell or Donaghadee
this nicht! "

I remember murmuring the last six words when I
lay in the mud in the Sunderbunds after being tossed
by the buffalo.

My dear friends the Phelips gave me many a delight-
ful day's sport at Montacute, and a very good time have
I had at Somerhill when Sir Julian Goldsmid was its
owner, also with the Russells at Aden, in Aberdeen-
shire, and with the Crawshays at Caversham and in
Scotland. During many long years every place rented
by Charles Lawrence was a second home to me, and I
may say the same of Hatchford, Moresby Ghinnery's
beautiful home.

And there are many, many others of whose hospi-
tality I shall ever retain a grateful recollection.

I shot constantly at Puckridge, near Luton, with
George Herring, described in obituary notices as
"Financier and Philanthropist."

From the time when as a boy on Epsom racecourse,
where he held horses for those who had ridden down
from London, he earned the name of " Honest George "
till the day of his death the epithet well became him.